TURN TEXAS LOOSE!” 



God! my hopes are fixed in thee! 

Come now, quickly rescue me. 

Like strong fetters made of iron, 
Deepest griefs do me environ; 

Low at Thy feet I’m lying, 

Sorrowing, sighing, crying, 

Adoring, I implore Thee, 

Save me now, and set me free! 

Save me from the snares of Ilcgg! 

Save me from the demaefocme! 

Smile on Texas—once again 
“1 urn’d-out” fields will wave with grain, 


Then our commerce will revive, 

Ev’ry industry will thrive, 

Music of a thousand mills 
Will be heard on many hills, 

Smoke from factories will rise 
Like sweet incense to the skies, 

Peace and plenty will prevail 
On the hilltops, in the vale. 

Cut away the tightening noose 
Once for all! “TURN TEXAS LOOSE 
» t li^ht, is ev’ry where! 

God of Nations! hear my prayer! 
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